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I .die and her elephant
Are busy as can he,

paring for a lecture on

I hit country's history.

1 hey started with a pictuie of
A very honest boy,
Who told the truth about i tree

lie d started to destroy.

And Uien they showed this very boy,
Now grown to be a man,

And "first in war" and "first in peace,"
A true American.

A picture ot our nation s Hag
Was greeted with delight.
And every scholar danced about
And cheered with all his might.

Vv hen Ldie called on them to neme
The Nation's foremost son.

They all with one accord cried oip
"It's General Washington!"

< CANBYTOWN STORIES «* SHE DANCES WHEREVER SHE GOES

B) Louise S. fiashrouck.
PART IV.

££ 1 UST as you think best, Mr. Mineé¬

is Pie.-' said Tabitha Throat-Lozenge, in
*^ >wtr to Mr. Mince-Pie's demand

that they stay in his castle for dinner. But
even she was a little anxious. Could it be
that, in spite of her having won his gratitude
for making him a nice, new. light and warm

I ind <.ap of pie-crust, he was going to

make mince-meat of them after all?
"The fact is," went en Mince-Pie, "I feel

so good and happy I want to do something
t > celebrate. So I am going to give a party."

'Really?" cried Tabitha. Mince-Pie's ex-

; in was to pleasant he could not mean

that he was poing to eat them!
i M rice Pie. "And I shall ask all

my relatives and friends in Pieville.all the
different kinds of pie-, with their sons and

ters, the young Turnovers and Tartlets.
It will be a peace-rr.akinç party, because, I

The Tactfulness of
Talbitha Throat«

Lozenge.
"It was some soothing syrup made from the

Kindneei llcney Dr. Candy-Tongs prescribed
for Lena Lemon-Drop," put in Tabitha softly.
"Or the new cap and clothes," went on

Mince-Pie, "or the way she has warmed a.id
cleaned the house.but anyhow I am very

grateful to her."
You would have been surprised, at this

point, to see the courtly bow the formerly
gruff Mince-Pie made Tabitha Throat-Lozenge
.but really, you know. Mr. Mince-Pie belongs
to an old and distinguished family, and so he

naturally has ixood manners whenever he
th;nks to use them.

Tabitha was quite overcome by Mince-Pie'';
compliment, and Jimmy Ginger could hardly

" \ftcr the parti. MlsKO»Plê put Tëbltbs snâ Jimm\ (linger on Dream's back, and sfte
mnicred with them bm.k to Candy town."

believe his ears. Was it humble little Tabithn
Throat-Lozenge who was being addressed in
this fash on by the former Oerc? But for
i n.e in his life Jimmy had the wisdom to

keep silent.
Tabith.i, blushing up to the roots of her

hair, replied in her sweet, pleasant way, "I'm
SO pleased, Mr. Mince-Pie. Do telephone
and ask all your relatives right away. They'll
be so glad to hear from you."
So Mr. Mince-Pie went to the telephone and

one by one called up all his relatives and in¬
vited them to dinner at the castle that day
Hut first he aaked Mies Lemon-Pie, the nil .

old maid who had kept house fur him, to come

back, she soon arrived with all the servants,
who went to work at once to make ready for
the party nnd cook a magnifient d.nner. She
and Tabitha and the servants soon got the
house and even the yard and barn outside
so thoro 'ghly cleaned up that Greedy-Pig
could no longer find things to e.-.t at all hours
of the day. As the ordinary three meals a

day were not enou ;h for him, he ran away and
.vas seen no more. It w.s supposed, however,
that he spent the real of his life hunting for
¦ rns in the Dismal Swamp. A surprising

lequence oi this was that Nightmare, as

lof>n as Greedy-Pip was no Ion er around t >

v her and make her miserable, calmed
down and changed into I nice, gentle animal.
Even the spikes of her mane became loti
,. id wavy, and her shape was that of a nice,

rtal le idin ¡ in di are Upon
Mr. Mil . bei name from
trnare to Dream, and a very pleasant

Lream she was.

Alter the party, which I have not space to

tell about i-e e. Mince-Pie put Tabitha and
jimmy Ginger on Dream's back, and she
cantered with them gently bac« to Candy-
wn.

1 iiere, as you may imagine, their respective
i::.i íes and all the ther Candyto.vn folk

were very glad to see tbem. as they i.ad wo.

.ed a great deal in their absence. When they
beard what had hap; ene 1, Tabitha Throa.-
I.o/cr.ge received mu.h ¡ raise for the way she
had softened the hard heart of the Ogre
Mince Pie and saved Jimmy Ginger and her-
clf from the unpleasant fate of being nude

into mince-meat.
"It only shows." «aid Tabitha's mother,

'that every one, even an Ogre, has a good side,
if one knows how to reach it."

Lillian lEroersorK Finds It

the lEasiest and Pret¬

tiest Way to Tell
lier Stories.

By Sarah Addington.
1^ HIS is the pict.rre of a little girl nsmed

Lidian Emerson, who loves to dan:e

better thon anythm^ else in the whole
world. She d.inres nearly all the time, and

every dance she does tells a little story all its

own. In this picture she has just been dancing
a woodland story do vn in the mountains oí

North Car' linn, and she has stopped to play
with the leaves of the big bush near by. Seo

how softly she touches it.very, very gently.
because ihe loves it.

Lillian has one dance, the Evenin» Star, that
is very sad, iu*t like the music that accom¬

panies it, and it almost makes you cry to see

her And .-mother one, h"ire Music, that is

very fast and furious, like lire, you know; i;i

the f.re dance i E ¦' : : : a little red dress that

blow-, out in points when she is dancing, just
like toi |ues i I r'...mc. You see, all her dancint,

{ame. Lillian dancer, out her games in-

ite 1 of playing ihem the way you do.
Did you ever play Molly By the Seashore5"

Well, if yo'i did. you would /<>-. lend to walk

along the beach, wouldn't yoi? You would

pretend to pick v.:-) sear.hells, and you would
<ven hold jrour hend up to your ear to pretend
yiu heard tire music of the sea n the shells.

We'd. Lillian lioes all rhese things to music and
makes a littie dunce ji.st as she thinks it ought
to he.

Lillian never went tc dancing school, as most

little hoys and girls do on Saturday mornings.
But she began when she was a very little girl
to dance around the house. When her mother
sent her upstairs on an errand she would dance
all the way up and all the way back. When¬
ever her aunt or mother played the piano she
would make up a little dance to go with it, a
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11... down in Cmotini mountains. úunc\n§
a woodland story.

slow dance if the music was sad. a happy dance
it tie music was joyful
And now she's been dancing for fo'.r years

on big stages before regular audiences. She

alwr.ys enjoys that, for famous grownup actors

and musicians and dancers always come to

her and send her baskets of beautiful flowers.

But she enjoys even more dancing in the

woods as she is in this picture, for there are

am sorry to say. 1 have quarrelled v ith all
cu them. You see, I am the richest of the
lie;». I am so rich that I got the idea that
all my relatives were j»:st nice to me for the
sake oi my m ney. You know riches have
a bad ehe.t upon the mind in that way, es-

pe ¡ally when i tie livei alone and allows hin.-
sel' t . toll and selfish. So I quar¬
relled with all of them, even with Miss Lemon
Pit, .: :i and housekeeper, who used
to keep tilings neat and tidy That is why the
hou.-e upset.I, being ?n old bachelor,
don't know how to keep a h »use in order. And
that Is WB t o, 1 made such pets of Greedy-
Pig and Nightmare Tl ey weie the only liv¬
ing creature., I had near me, and I had to be
fond of something. But this morning I feel

| entirely different and like my old self again.
| I don't know whether it was the medicine

Tabitha Throat-Lozenge gave me"-

'

TSiE REASON

By Mercery Haven.

If Washington had only been
A little boy IIm me

He never would have tried to chop
His father's cherry tree.

I am too fond of cherry jam
All spread out on my bread.

I never get enough of it
It seems, when I am fed.

Perhaps his mother did not bake
A cherry pie for him

As mothi-r does for me sometime..,
When she puts the big ones in.

I think that once he was so ill
From eating jam and pie,

That he chopped the cherry tree right down
Without just thinking why!

THE CHERRY'S FAMILY "TREE
IT WAS all the fault of the morning,

thought Charlie Candy Cherry. If it
had not been so bright and fine, if the

air had not been as exhilarating as ginger ale,
if the frost on the he had not glittered like
the Crystal Prince? ¡'s party dress Charlie
Candy Cherry would rever have run away
from school to go tkating. But he had; and
now he was sitting at the supper table with a

conscience, toping he would not be

asked any embarrassing questions. But his

hopes were in vain.
"Charlie," said Mr. Candy Cherry, "did you

get good marks in 6chool to-day?"
Charlie gulped and swallowed; then he mut¬

tered a "yes" that sounded as if he were chok¬

ing.
"That's good," said his father. But Charlie

fe'.t it was not good at all. He did not want
to eat any more supper. When they left the
supper table and went to sit by the fire he did
not wish even to ask his father to tell him a

story, ai he often did at this time. But,
somewhat to his surprise. Mr. Candy Cherry
began telling one of his own accord.
"Once upon a time," said he, "when my

lather's father's father was a young Cherry,
.nstead of living in a Candy Box, as we all do,
he lived on a tree.our Family Tree, I sup¬
pose one would call it. This tree grew down
in old Virginia, on the estate of a wealthy
gentleman there. It was a little tree, just be-
g nning to bear Cherries.
"One day a young boy came out into the

garden, where the little Tree stood. He car¬

ried a hatchet in his hand. The Cherries on

the Tree began to bob and shake in an alarmed
way, fo." when a boy carries a hatchet there
il no telling what he will do with it. The
Cherries' fears were more than justified. The
boy hacked first at one thing and then an¬

other, just to try his own strength and the
bharpness of the hatchet. All at once the

young Cherry Tree caught his eye. What a

une mark for his hatchet! He crossed the
garden quickly. Whack! Whach! Crash!
Crash1 The little C erry Tree was down!

"As luon as be saw it topple the coy seemed
to realize he had done wronj. His face cloud-
eJ. Tucking Ins hatchet under his arm, he
left the garden anl disappeared into the house.

"In a few minutes out strolled an elderly
gentleman. At once he noticed his pet Cherry
Tree lying on the ground. Your ancestor

Cherry, who in spite of his lowly position was

Our First President

SOSM of the qualities th.it helped to make
him known as " ] he father of

His Country."

taking in all that happened, saw that he looked
very cngry. He called the black servants and
asked then sternly who cut down the tree.

Nobody knew, No crio had i-eeu the boy with
his hatchet.

"Just then the boy came out of the house
His consc.cn^e bad been troubling him. His
father would not know who cut down the tree

if he did not tell him, and he probably would
get a good whipping if he did tell. But he
loved truth too much to sacrifice it for the
sake of a whipping.

"'I cannot tell a lie, father,' cried he. 'I
cut down that tree. I did it with my little
hatchet.' "

Mr. Candy Cherry paused.
"What happened then?" asked Charlie Can¬

dy Cherry anxiously.
"I forget," said Mr. Cherry, "whether the

boy got tiie whipping or not. But I know that
his father was very proud of him, and I know
that this truthful boy grew up to be the o:ie

man above all others whom his country could
trust in its greatest need. He was called the
'Father of His Country' and his name was

George Washington. Your ancestor Cherry
often said that if it had not been for this
George Washington there never would have
been any United States, and if there never had
been any United States most of us Candies
would never have happened. So you see how
grateful ve ought to be to the boy who could
not tell a lie."

"That's so," said Charlie Candy Cherry. He
felt very uncomfortable, so uncomfortable that
he finally drew a long breath and I'urted out:

"I guess I'm not very much like George Wash¬
ington, father, for I told a dreadful lie." Then
he confessed all abo it his not having hecn in
school when he said he had.
"Are you rorry?" asked Mr. Candy Cherry

gravely.
"Yes," said Charlie Candy Cherry, "I cer-

tainly am. I am cur* I shall never tell such
a story again. From this time on I am going
to be just as mu»h like George Washington as

I possibly can."

"Goodl" said ».»r. Candy Cherry. "As long
as you've owned Up well skip the punishment
this tine. And to help you in J lUl good i evo¬

lution suppose you ask »¿.l the Candy chil e

to come here tomorrow to heir about Geoge
Washington, tor to-morrow is Washington's
Birthday, and ;n honor of him and of our

Cherry ancestor we certainly ought to cele¬
brate."

such lovely th:r^s to dance with in the»«»;,
.trees an i Bowers and bushes.
Some time w'-en yuu win! to try a r.ew {.-,

why don't you dance out a little stcvy' V;.
can do it by >our:elf or with some of BBS
little friends, to the Victrola. or the piano .:

even a son? you sing yourself, and you will lt

it so well that you'll do it very often. Irr. ._:.

A Circuit Question

A fable, rr~n li'el from the \iahi,.
If} JOSEPH ZIADI,

ONE PAY a hrdal party wa* on it«

way to the bri legroom'l house. There
a great wed^ng war, to take fh:e

The bride, ri h'.y attired, sat haafbdl*
astride her pnutt Bg steed Kef ey.i wt;<

closed and h r head raised h'.¿h in the air.
The brida! party r.oon reached a low ir M

bridge. Here a perplexing -.'natio.. con¬

fronted them. The bri not Ma)
enough to permit the bi Batea as
horse, to go under it. A .'¦ arjiirir.:
immediately ensued.
"What shall we do? S - -? al fa

horse's legs or the bride's head?" they p--

.led. Some s.:.-ri;ested "Cut 08 a»! bnce;

head," while others said "Mo; cut

horse's legs." They wert- sere pirplrxe-..
The owner of the horse cried oui r

"Disable my horse! Hew. then, could I ew.

my living? He is ill I s tn the -.or.:

Better take 0:1 the -ridea bead."
"No, neve. What good is a

bride?" cr.e the br cct,roorr.'s r?iati.e-
bewildered group I :o <-°-

"Let us su::.mon the distr.»t jadgt
said.
The Sheik ul Suleh answered the BSJSSt

call in all haste. The situation w3S eip¡*¡"f;
to him. "Oh. great Sheik u! Suleh, ht-P ¦

they begged. "We cannot get the bride BBBt
this bridge. The owner will not cornent ¦

cut off the horse's legs, "he bridegroom«
relatives refuse obstinately to permit an

bride's head to be taken off"
The Sheik ul Suleh leaned upon hit m

and pondered in deep thought. Then, loo*"Í

up. he asked, "What will you pay o« I I

succeed?"
The owner of the horse o.'Tered five P«-^'

in gold, and the others twi e thai ar.ount.
The Sheik went close to the mounted bride-

"Open your e/es," he commanded. Sht »r-

sat stiff and straight, oblivious to all aaaw

her.
"Bow your head. Bend forward, bride," -(

snouted, his staff raised on high "rlend lo*

on the horse's neck." he co^rrar.ded.
Terror siri, ken, the br:de bent low on fa
jrse's neck.
He gave the hor.,e a whack, and the br.:«

. a »sed safely ur.dei 'he bridge.
"Lil-Lil-Lil-Lil-Lil-Lil-Leee'" they <.»

greatly marvelling at the Sheik's wisdcr-

They reached the bridegroom's home oft-.'

and a happy marriage took place

MUSICAL INSTRUMENT PUZZLE

Add and ubtract according to signs and you will und ,. ut * mu s,..» ta»"**


